And plodding on must make a calf an ox)

Hath made a lawyer, which (alas!) of late

But scarce a poet, jollier of this state

Than are new benefic'd ministers; he throws,

Like nets or lime-twigs, wheresoever he goes,

His title of Barrister on every wench,

And woos in language of the Pleas and Bench.

A motion, Lady! Speak, Goscus. I have been

In love e'er since Iricesimo of the Queen-

Continual claims I've made, injunctions got

To stay my rival's suit, that he should not

Proceed; spare me, in Hilary term I went;

You said, if I returned next'size in Lent,

I should be in remitter of your grace;

In th'iaterim my letters should take place

Of affidavits.   Words, words, which would tear

The tender labyrinth of a maid's soft ear

More, more than ten Sclavonians scolding, more

Than when winds in our ruin'd abbys rore.

When sick with poetry, and possest with Muse

Thou wast, and mad, I hop'd; but men which choose

Law-practise for mere gain, bold souls repute

Woise than imbrothdPd strumpets prostitute,

*.

Now like an owi-liie watchman he must walk,
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